

















Opening a Practically New Section 

Sporting Goods 

New departments seek this store more eagerly than we seek them. 
People who are pleased with this and that section want to know why we 

don’t handle-. In the matter of Sporting Goods we have merely 

dabbled up to the present, but now it has taken its place as a FULL- 
FLEDGED STORE SECTION with its own separate space, and brand new 
lines. It is conducted upon the same plane that characterizes every other 
part of The Big White Store, with prices marked fairly in plain figures, and 
affording plenteous assortments. 



Young Man! For a Hat or Suit suit¬ 
able for graduation or vacation 



First-class Work Guaranteed 


C. CLARK, the Barber 

Only three blocks from School 

2121 Main Street 


Mention THE TECH when Answering advertisements. 












An entirely new series of the famous 

Blumenthal College Posters 

will be on sale in September at the 

Cecb Pharmacy 

2128 Main Street, Peoti*, Ill. 


Dime Savings and Crust Co. 

113 SOUTH JEFFERSON AVENUE 

CASH CAPITAL,.$250,000.00 

RENTS BOXES IN SAFETY VAULT LENDS MONEY ON REAL ESTATE 

PAYS INTEREST ON SAVINGS 

Geo. W. Curtiss, Pres.; John E. Keene, Vice-Pres.; Frederick H. Smith, Vice-Pres.; 
Joseph P. Durkin. Secy.; T. B. Wissing, Cashier; Herman C. Schwab, Asst. Cashier; 
Frank Meyer, Treas.; Clifton W. Frazier, Attorney; Wm. Jack, Counsel 


Peerless Pantitorium 


IN NLW QUARTERS 

129 «. Jefferson Avenue, tiromid Floor 

Anlieuser.Neil Bldg. Bolli Phones 210 

high class cleaning, pressing and repairing 

OF LADIES'AND GENTLEMEN’S GARMENTS 


THE PRICE IS SOON FORGOTTEN BUT THE 
QUALITY GIVES A LASTING PLEASURE 

WE MAKE A DISCOUNT TO BRADLEY STUDENTS 

JL R. nicbolson 

107 S. Jefferson St. Photographer 


Mention THE TECH when answering advertisements. 


















Many smokers prefer them to 10c LlJNCH R-OOIVl 
cigars. Tell the dealer you want Lewis’ 2127 Main St. 

Single Binder. Factory, Peoria, Illinois. 


To young men who are about to graduate: 

You don't graduate very often in this world—some of you only once 
perhaps. It's an important event every time. You want to look as well as 
you can for your own sake and for the sake of your friends who will -git 
in front to see you—they want to see you looking your best. 

Hart Schaffner & Marx Clothes 

are made for the purpose of helping a young man look his best. 

We have special models for young men, not small men’s sizes, but clothes 
designed for young men to wear, the kind that bring out and emphasize the 
strong, athletic lines of the figure. 

We’d like to have a hand in getting you ready to graduate—we’d like to 
see you wearing these clothes. 

XScbradzki Clothing Co. 

217 AND 219 SOUTH ADAMS STREET 

The Original Home of Hart Schaffner & Marx Clothes 


Mention THE TECH when answering advertisements. 











JSIOItl; HUtVI4>l, 

Always has and a»ways will be our foremost thought. Service that 
is sincere, courteous and prompt. Service such as you individually 
would have it. Our aim is to please you, Permit us to try and you judge 
of our success. OFFICIAL STATIONERY SEALS just the thing you have 
wanted for that invitation, letter or announcement. 10 cents. 

Dufner’s Pharmacies Corner Wisconsin and Kansas Aves. 

WM. V. DUFNER, Ph.G., Prop. “BOTH PHONES" PEORIA. ILL. 
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For the Fair Girl Graduate. 

Perhaps the rush of final examinations and the last odds and ends 
of school duties will keep you too busy to attend to selecting and mak¬ 
ing the Commencement Day frock. 

Never before have our buyers been fortunate enough to secure 
such adorable little models in graduating and class day frocks. De¬ 
liciously suggestive of youth with a touch of grown-up grace to sat¬ 
isfy the yearnings of a girlish heart. Made of finest, sheerest, crispest 
materials, richly be-laced and embroidered—some made with smart 
tunic and bretclle effects, others in simple princess style—the most 
charming models in the city at prices to suit all. 

CLARKE & CO.... S?^Xdams st. 


WE CARRY A FINE LINE OF 

SCHOOL SUPPLIES STATIONERY 

MORSE’S CANDIES POST CARDS 

AND OTHER GOOD THINGS TO INTEREST THE STUDENT 

D T n TDDCV PRESCRIPTION DRUGGIST 

. J. r UiXIALL I , 1425 Main St. Peoria, Illinois 

Tech Confectionery and Restaurant 

J. N. ELY & CO., Prop. 

Home Cooking a Specialty 2112 MAIN STREET 


THE DUROC PRESS 

PUBLISHERS OF 

“THE TECH” 


Che Knox Cow Shoes for Young men 

Two or three eyelet ties in dull or tan leather, plain or tip toes high 
military heels, only $4.00. 

Swell line of pumps for young ladies. 

J. P. SCHNELLBACHER 

The Big Shoe House 


Mention THE TECH when answering advertisements. 












IBradky Iflolytccbnic llnstitutc 


I—SCHOOL OF ARTS AND SCIENCES 


SIX YEAR COURSES 

Extending from End of Common School 
to End of Second Year in College 


Instruction in BIOLOGY, CHEMISTRY, COOKING AND SERVING OF FOODS, 
DRAWING (Freehand and Mechanical), ENGINEERING, ENGLISH, GERMAN 
AND FRENCH, HISTORY AND CIVICS, LATIN AND GREEK, 
MANUAL ARTS (Woodwork, Metalwork, Machine Shop, 

Electrical Construction, Etc.), MATHEMATICS, 

PHYSICS, SEWING AND HOUSE¬ 
HOLD ARTS. 

Special courses for those who wish to become 
Teachers of Manual Training or Domestic Economy. 


II—HOROLOGICAL DEPARTMENT 

A School for Practical Instruction 
in Watchmaking and AlliedTrades 

Departments: Watchwork, Engraving, Jewelry, Optics. 

Instruction at the Bench , supplemented by classwork and lectures. 

Watchmakers and Jewelers in need of competent assistants are invited to correspond 
with the Horological School. 


For Catalogues and other Information address, 

THEODORE C. BURGESS, Director, 

Bradley Polytechnic Institute, 

PEORIA, ILLINOIS 
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BEFORE YOU BUY ~~ 

SILVER, OR CUT GLASS, SEE WHAT WE OFFER 

CRAWFORD & CO., JEWELERS 



CONCORD EVANSTON 


With Ara-Notch With Buttonhole 

THE NEW 

Arrow Collars 

FOR SUMMER 

16c. each—2 for 25c. Arrow Cnffs, 26c. 

Cluett, Peabody <fc Co., Mahers 


A. G. Spalding & Bros 


The SPALDING 
Trade Mark 



is known throughout 
the world as a 

Guarantee of Strength 


are the Largest Manu¬ 
facturers in the world 

' OFFICIAL 
EQUIPMENT 

For all Athletic 
Sports 4L Pastimes 

If You are interested 
in Athletic Sport you 
should have a copy of 
the Spalding Catalog. 
It’s a complete encyc¬ 
lopedia of WHAT’S 
NEW In SPORT and 
is sent free on request. 


A. G. SPALDING & BROR. 

147 Wabash Avenue, Chicago 


The Upl ands Hardware Store 

RUDOLPH STREHLOW, Prop. 

2X26 MAIN ST. CALL US Both Phones 600 


Complete Line of 
Reach Base Ball Goods 
Claflin Base Ball Shoes 
Louisville Slugger Bats 

Base Ball Uniforms 
furnished on short notice. 

Send for book of samples. 

Big Line Tennis Goods. 

Portman’s Sporting Goods Store 
120 N. Adams St. 


Watchmakers’ Tools' 
and Materials... 

FRED. J. BAHNI & CO. 

Manufacturing Jewelers 

117 South Adams St., Second Floor 
Phone 2553-X 

Peoria, Illinois 
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HAMIDS 

DIPLOMACY 


(STORY WINNING FIRST PRIZE IN TECH CONTEST.) 




HE FAMILY was undoubtedly a very aristocratic one. 
In the first place Grandmother, Mrs. Ellisberry, was 
a Bostonian and if her ancestors did not come over in 
the Mayflower, it was the very next boat which 
brought them to America. Mother was Grandmother’s 
daughter in every sense. Mother was a society queen 
and played bridge. Father was always referred to by 
the newspapers of the hustling western city as “Mr. 
Henry W. Satterlee, one of our most progressive citi¬ 
zens and head of the Satterlee Fruit Canning Co., sit¬ 
uated in this city.” He was an eminently respectable and wealthy 
merchant whose opinions on all matters not immediately connected 
with the canning industry and the market had long since been formed 
and molded by Mother and Grandmother. 

Brother, Henry W., Junior, commonly called Saturday, played foot 
ball and was one of the most popular men in the college he and his 
sister Alice attended. Alice was an exremely pretty, pleasant and 
popular girl, following quite closely in her mother’s footsteps, intense¬ 
ly interested in life, especially in that part called “cases” in the vernac¬ 
ular of the school. 

So this was the family and it lived together as peaceably as most 
families do with only an occasional jar or season of excitement. The 
particular excitement in this case was caused, quite innocently, by one 
Sullivan J. McMurray, head coach of the school foot ball team on 
which Henry Junior played. Sullivan J. (J. stood for Jeffries) was a 
very good looking athlete, all muscular development and square jaw. 
A few years before he had rather distinguished himself in the manly 
art of his famous namesake. But now he had given up the ring and was 
making use of his talents in coaching. He had been an excellent 
coach, using drastic measures at times but turning out a fighting and 
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invincible team, anyone of whom would cheerfully have gone to death 
at old Mac’s slightest nod. 

On account of the season of victories, the school decided to give a 
big dance on the night after Thanksgiving, in honor of the team and 
its coach. The dance was to be a notable affair, everyone in the 
school invited, the gymnasium decorated in school colors and pen¬ 
nants from every school the team had beaten, and best of all, unlimit¬ 
ed frappe, (provided the water in the city mains didn’t give out.) The 
committees in charge were all working as hard as they could to make 
this the greatest and most joyous occasion in the history of the 
school. So the committee in charge of the invitations, looking about 
for some girl who should be worthy of the honor of going to the dance 
with the man who had won all this glory for them, decided on Alice 
Satterlee as the girl. 

When Alice showed the name on the bottom of her invitation card, 
to her brother, he visibly swelled with pride to think that such honor 
had been conferred on his family. But when Alice told the glad news 
that night at the dinner table, the result was somewhat different. 
Father looked up with rather an annoyed glance, Mother’s eyebrows 
went up to the very braid on the top of her her head and Grand¬ 
mother in a scornful voice, asked—“And who, pray, is this Mr. Mc- 
Murray?” 

“Why, he’s the coach. The man who trained the team, you know." 

“Is it such an honor, then, to go with this person that you are so 
happy over it?” 

“Of course it’s an honor. Why, he’s the greatest coach we’ve ever 
had and awfully good looking.” 

“I do not know that I approve of my daughter going to a dance with 
an ex-prize fighter,” put in Father, seeing what was expected of him 

“An ex-prize fighter! I’m sure instead of an honor, it is an insult 
and if you take my advice, Henry, you will speak to the Dean about 
it, at once,” and Grandmother’s eyes gleamed with anger. 

“I think they might have put you with Raymond Wilson or one of 
the boys you know..’ Mother’s voice broke pathetically. 

Alice and Henry exchanged dazed glances. Could it be that the 
family did not appreciate the honor? 

“There, there, Grace, don’t cry. Alice shall not go with him and 
that settles it.” 

“But, Father—” 

“Now, see here, Dad, look how you’re putting me in with the team. 
What would the fellows and everyone think-” 
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"That will do, Henry. What the team or you think has nothing to 
do with the matter.” 

"Certainly not. Many of our best people, even in Boston, have em¬ 
ployed these-ah-persons of the lower class as physical instructors but 
would never think of receiving them socially,” aided Grandmother. 

"Dad didn’t object to my inviting him to the dinner I had for the 
team.” 

"That is very different. Your sister had nothing to do with that.” 

‘‘I don’t see why girls are any different from boys,” Alice was be¬ 
ginning to pout. 

‘‘Now, Alice, don’t attempt to argue the point. They are and you 
know it. What would Mrs. Wilson think if you were to go with this 
illiterate person? Don’t distress Mother by being stubborn about it, 
dear,” Mother was very near tears. 

“I’m not stubborn but anything under the sun would be better than 
that sissy, Raymond Wilson. Mr. McMurray is just the nicest man 
I ever knew and I think you’re all perfectly horrid to talk about him 
like that and I’m going to that dance with him, I am—I am—so 
there!” and Alice ran crying to her room. 

‘‘Now she’ll cry half the night and her eyes and nose will be red 
tomorrow for Mrs. Carter’s reception. She is going to pour, too.” 

“I think you had better begin to worry. Probably no one at school 
will ever speak to us again—and I won’t get on the team next year.” 
Having delivered his ultimatum, Henry Junior stalked out of the room 
and out of the house with an air of gloom which even the pleasant 
society of the pool room did not wholly dispel. 

The three left behind looked at each other in astonishment. 

‘‘Hem, they seem to disagree with us.” said Father. 

‘‘It is really dangerous. Did you notice how she defended him?” 
said Grandmother thoughtfully. 

Mrs. Satterlee gasped anxiously—“Mother, you don’t think— that 
Alice can care anything for him?” she asked. 

“One can never tell. One can never be too careful.” 

“What are you two talking about?” Father asked in a bewildered 
voice. 

“Even you, Henry, must have noticed how she flared up. Talking 
about a man is just the way to make a romantic girl, like Alice, care 
for him. I would never have married Mr. Ellisberry if my people 
had not criticised him so vigorously.” 

“But she was only going to a dance with him. No one mentioned 
anything else. No one criticised him very much, either.” 

“Can’t you see, Henry, that is just the point. If she is so excited 
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about a dance, what would she be about something more important. 
Suppose she wanted to marry him?” 

‘‘He doesn’t want to marry her and she doesn’t care a straw for him. 
Besides, she’s only eighteen; so don’t be foolish, Grace.” 

‘‘I was only eighteen when I married Mr. Ellisberry and Grace was 
seventeen when she met you.” 

‘‘Quite so, mother, but Alice is younger than her mother was at her 
age.” 

‘‘I beg to differ with you, Henry. I’m sure you will see it is not 
foolish when you think it over. We have the child’s own good at 
heart. Now. if you will take my advice, you will let her go to this 
dance with him; you will always speak well of him before her. But 
you will be very careful.” 

“Certainly, certainly, mother, you and grace have it your own way. 
Tell her she can go to the dance and that McMurray is a model 
young man. I’ve got to go down town to see a man.” So poor, dazed 
Mr. Satterlee washed his hands of the affair. He was not a diplomat 
and he knew it. 

Alice was overjoyed when she heard she was to go to the dance 
after all and didn’t stop to inquire into the reason. Henry Junior sup¬ 
posed his argument about the team had decided the matter and was 
delighted to think his family had his interests so at heart. 

All through the long winter months Mother and Grandmother were 
forced to hear McMurray’s praises sung by an enthusiastic duo 
and could not say a word in opposition. They even invited the ex¬ 
pugilist to dinner and found him, to their surprise, to be very much 
like any other young man of their acquaintance. But when spring 
came he went away to play base ball with one of the minor leagues. 
So in the course of time he was gradually forgotten by them all, 
except when occasionally Mother and Grandmother congratulated 
themselves on their narrow escape and on the diplomatic way in 
which they had managed the affair. 

One evening the next summer as they were again seated around 
the dinner table, Henry Junior said, 

“Oh, I say, sis, did I tell you that Davis wrote he saw McMurray 
the other day?” 

“No, did he? How is Mr. McMurray?” 

“Fine as silk. Playing a great game, of course. And say, what do 
you think—he’s going to be married next week.” 

“Why didn’t you know that? He told me all about the girl and 
showed me her picture the night of the foot ball dance,” said Alice, 
smiling sweetly. —HELEN NIXON, ’ll. 
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BY PUZANT T. ARPEE. 

HIS FAMOUS historic city (the name means Pome¬ 
granate) which, mainly owing to the famous Moorish 
Palace of Alhambra in it, has been made the subject 
of many a literary production, is built on three hills, 
and has a population of about 80,000 inhabitants. It 
is by no means a beautiful city. With the exception 
of a few broad avenues opened in recent years, all its 
streets are very narrow and mean. In many of its 
streets one can easily stretch out his arms and touch 
the walls on either side. Here and there one sees 
old half-ruined houses, which are white-washed, and with their low, 
small, square windows present the appearance of prisons. Almost at 
every street corner may be seen public fountains which are nearly all 
the time surrounded by a dozen barefoot peasant dames, who on the 
approach of a stranger turn the other way, too bashful to show their 
pretty faces. 

The traveller is generally disappointed with the aspect of this old 
Moorish city. He seems to feel that all the famous writers must 
surely have been in a dream while writing about Granada. He stops 
to gaze at the distant hills, in the hope of satisfying his disappointed 
expectatons with the sight of some natural scenery. He looks right 
and left as far as the eye can see, and spies in the distance an array of 
fortresses and towers and walls crowning the hills. One structure is 
the beautiful Alhambra, whose name has been borrowed by many a 
hotel, cafe, restaurant, public garden, club, society, and what not, the 
world over. Another is the Djennet-ul-Arif (Generalife), the summer 
resort of the fierce Moorish monarchs. Those who have been in Con¬ 
stantinople notice a resemblance to the Byzantine walls there. Both 
the Moorish and the Byzantine structures are stately, huge, and for¬ 
bidding in their appearance, with their massive towers and double 
gates. Both have been mute spectators of fierce battles. Both have 
stubbornly resisted the enemy, and both have at last been compelled 
to open their gates and submit to the decrees of Justice. For it is 
said that a Greek priest who w T as imprisoned in Constantinople at the 
time of the Ottoman invasion, probably awaiting his execution, at¬ 
tracted, by his loud ejaculations, the attention of Mohammed the Con- 
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queror, who happened to be passing on horseback. The Sultan halt¬ 
ed, and approaching the prison walls asked the prisoner what he 
thought of his victory, promising that if he would answer the ques¬ 
tion, he would be granted his freedom, provided the answer came 
from a sincere and honest heart. The priest said: “Our kings have 
been wicked, and our courts of justice corrupt, and I believe that is 
the reason why the Almighty took this city away from them and gave 
it to you. Now if you do no better than they did, be sure, O Moham¬ 
med, that the Almighty will send against you also a stronger who will 
slaughter you with your own yatagan.” These words of the priest 
went home to the heart of the Ottoman conqueror, and he could not 
find words to express his feelings. He came down from his horse and 
kissed the hand of the priest, and said: “God has spoken to me 
through you. You are free. Go forth.” He took possession of the 
Byzantine capital in 1453. 

Similarly in 1492 Ferdinand and Isabella captured Granada and put 
an end to Moorish supremacy in Spain. Ayish6, the mother queen of 
Granada, so the story goes was leaving her palace in company with 
her son, the king, abandoning it to their Christian conquerors, when 
she said to him: “Weep now, lament as a woman, mourn over this 
great kingdom’s irreparable ruin, since you were unable to defend it 
like a warrior and king.” Ayish6, it seems, forgot at that moment she 
was a mother and instead of stamping a maternal sweet kiss on her 
son’s horrified brow, she stabbed his heart with these piercing, cold 
words, “Isn’t it sad.” Mother and son went forth, never again to 
see the Andalusian pomp. The kingdom had passed from the Moors 
forever. 

From a room in the top of one of the towers of the palace of Al¬ 
hambra the “Mirador de la Reina” (Queen’s toilet-room), may be seen 
the whole city of Granada. In the distance is the Vega, with its fer¬ 
tile valley, from which rise beautiful mountains one above the other, 
one behind the other, embracing each other, whispering to each 
other; and the Sierra Nevada in the rear looking down upon them all 
clad in its white mantle. 

The main entrance of the Alhambra, which is called the Gate of 
Justice, and where the Moorish kings were wont to pronounce judg¬ 
ment upon their subjects, is built in the form of a horse-shoe, and is 
about six yards wide. Over the top of the arch is a stone embedded 
in the wall on which is a carved hand, and underneath is another 
stone with a key. Tradition claims that not until that hand comes 
down and seizes that key could Granada be taken from the Moors. 
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The hand and key still keep their ancient places and Granada is 
taken. 

The outside appearance of the palace is very mean. That was the 
style in which the Moors built their palaces: a style in full harmony 
with the seclusion of the Moslem Harem. But within all is different. 
Gardens, spacious halls, innumerable marble columns and basins, 
beautiful and graceful arches adorn the interior. 

In the center of the hall called the Lions’ Hall there is a large 
basin around which there are twelve lions of black stone standing in 
a circle. The lions are far from artistically carved, as Moslems are 
forbidden to make likenesses of living beings, it being considered 
idolatry. In the center of this basin, again, there is a marble column 
which supports several smaller basins, one above the other, each 
smaller than the one below. All around these basins are Arabesque 
inscriptions: designs composed of letters, flowers and leaves, all in¬ 
tertwined, and containing such Arabic mottoes as, “La Ilia El-Allah 
El-Galib,” — “God Alone Conqueror,”—and other like sentiments which 
sound in the reading like the singing of canary birds. The columns 
around this hall are 128 in number. 

The Ambassadors’ Hall, supposed to be the throne-room of the 
palace, is decorated with the same taste, and the stalactites hanging 
down from the ceiling suggest to one the frozen Pole. 

The Tocador de la Reina, another “toilet room of the queen,” has a 
large block of marble at its center, with thousands of holes in it, 
which are said to have at one time emitted the fine odors of perfumes. 

The bath rooms, which remind one of the Turkish baths, are all 
marble. Aifyone would feel refreshed after a hot bath if he were to 
take an hour’s quiet rest on the wade marble platform of the bath¬ 
house. 

Next is the Los Hermanas, the hall of the “Two Sisters,” so-called 
on account of the two blocks of marble there which are exactly alike. 

The hall of Abencerages, which has a thrilling story connected 
with it, has also a basin at the center. It is said that the “Abence¬ 
rages,” who were Mauretanian warrior knights, were invited one 
night to this hall under the pretense of a soiree. This was a trap pre¬ 
pared for them in consequence of a jealousy in some love affair. Thir¬ 
ty-two knights were beheaded one after another and their heads cast 
into this basin. One knight escaped with great difficulty and warned 
the rest not to enter the slaughter pen, thus saving his own and their 
lives. The legend relates that the spirits of the murdered knights for 
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long appeared in this hall every night, carrying their bloody heads 
under their arms. 

Nothing but the names of ancient heroes attached to streets and 
avenues now remains to perpetuate the memory of the bloody strifes 
of the past. The king and queen, Ferdinand and Isabella, rest in 
peace in a pretty little chapel in Granada. 

5r 

TAKE THAT SUNBONNET OFF. 

My friend and I sat by the open window, talking. The sun beat 
hotly down upon the parched earth and the flowers drooped listlessly. 
The great cloud which had hung in the northwest for two days had 
come no nearer and its promised rain seemed as far away as ever. 

The voices of children came to us from around the house and 
Billy Boy, my friend’s brother, came under the window leading Little 
Emma, a neighbor girl, by the hand. They sat down on the bench be¬ 
neath the window, all unconscious of our presence. Billy Boy slipped 
nearer and nearer to Emma and at last he boldly put his arm around 
her waist. Growing bolder he leaned forward and said: “Thay, Emmy, 
give me a kith.” She turned quickly toward him and Billy Boy start¬ 
ed to do the rest but the great sunbonnet which she wore, scraped 
off his cap and he drew back, picked up the article of headgear, and, 

looking straight at her he said emphatically, “Emmy, take that d- 

thunbonnet off.” 

My friend and I burst into roars of laughter and the two children, 
greatly surprised, ran away hastily to finish their tete-a-tete in some 
more remote spot where there were no older people to laugh at them. 

—H. ALBION BALLENGER. 
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(STORY WINNING SECOND PRIZE OF $3.00 IN TECH CONTEST.) 


ALK about your car loads from wildest Africa. We went 
down to the station yesterday morning to see the am¬ 
bitious agriculturists get their first glimpse of our far- 
famed institution of learning—the bunch of us at Rod¬ 
ney’s. We were in for fun, and sighted him the first 
thing—a regular green peach in striped shirt and red 
socks. He cleaved to us from first greetings like a 
spinster to hope. ‘Badge,’ says Phil Murray to me, ‘the 
kid’s got money and no developement. He aspires to us. We’ll take 
him up to Rodney’s with us for a table mate and we’ll aspire to him. 
We’re a frat now you understand, and we are rushing him.’ ” 

Badgely Keith stopped his discourse in a gale of laughter until a 
well-aimed pillow lodged itself upon his shoulders. 

“The idea tickled my sense of humour, and we passed the word 
around while the Kid was getting out his compass. We escorted him 
up to the rooming house like an Ethiop prince, learning more about 
Missouri and the family at every rod. We stored him in the best 
room, and Aunt Rodney gave us the best dinner yet.” 

Merrill artfully shifted his bandaged ankle from the stool upon 
which Badge had so comfortably but thoughtlessly settled, and ad¬ 
justed the steamer rug before he spoke. 

“‘Ambitious,’ you say, ‘and well supplied?’” 

“Money? Say, that kid’s a lump of soft dough and we’ve made an 
impression. Ambitious! yes. He caught that habit of dreaming when 
he lived on the little Missouri farm. Had a little prestige in the com¬ 
munity, you understand, with his father coroner and his mother 
President of the Methodist Ladies’ Sewing Circle. Some great-great- 
grand ancestor bequeathed the family a bountiful supply of this world’s 
goods. Now the kid’s come up to take the six week’s fall course in 
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agriculture—and literature. We’re rushing him up like a night-before- 
Easter hat. First comes the pledge, with plenty of discipline and 
treat, then initiation. By that time your six weeks-” 

“Halt! Jolly sport that, so long as you keep it clean. But I’ve got 
a proposition. Let me in on this fraternity business as long as I am 
laid up. My folks are going away tomorrow, leaving only Mrs. Cook 
and myself. How about an elegant frat house?” 

Badge never questioned the right of way. Merrill had proposed it— 
that was enough. A stone bungalow on Hillon Roads was not to be 
despised. 

Fraternities had never been allowed to flourish in Boyd College. 
Small clubs had been formed, chiefly among the groups of boys who 
roomed together off campus. Of these, perhaps, Rodney’s Pike Peak 
Club could claim as much recognition as any. Coming from families of 
moderate means, and being no very strong aspirants to erudition and 
culture the boys found as glorious and interesting club life as rarely 
exists. 

The kid—for so will we know him—had read of fraternities in the 
home journals. Expecting to become the immediate prey of all, he 
readily accepted the attentions of what appeared to him to be the 
only and hence the very exclusive sodality. 

Two weeks of entertaining culminated in a big banquet at the “frat 
house.” The boys met the following morning to compare notes. Their 
guest had been duly asked and pledged, and was now very ostenta¬ 
tiously displaying a gorgeous bow of red and white ribbon. (How 
proud the kid’s mother would have been, could she have seen her son 
so energetically taking his stand against the local liquor interests.) 
“Jack Barett went to Guetta, 

Because they told him to.” 
quoted Phil Murray gayly. 

“Ho! what’s in a name?” called Badge. “The honorable Kid speaks 
up when we are busy pledging ourselves to him, too quickly for our 
welling hearts and sincere minds to grasp, and asks, ‘Will you tell me 
who you are?’ ” 

“ ‘Beta Kap—,’ I starts, being the only one quick enough to squeal. 
But Ritz takes me up.” 

“ ‘Betchuh cap!’ he sings forth blithely, ‘we’re the Omicron Upsilon 
Kappas.’ We agreed to that, and find that we really are.” 

Money and ambition with four weeks in which to prove themselves 
are certainly convenient adjuncts. The Kid had remonstrated slight¬ 
ly when told that circumstances would necessitate the postponement 
of his initiation until the evening before his departure. 
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“But this will not end our friendship,” Phil had said gallantly. “A 
crowd from home always camp down at Lake Hollis in August. We 
must have you with us.” 

“And I,” interrupted Merrill grandly, “must ask father to have you 
cruise the southern ports with us on our yacht trip this next summer. 
Will you?” 

So with pleasant anticipations, the agreeable company of the seven 
Rodney House boys, and plenty of tasks, the four weeks sped all too 
swiftly for the kid. Besides this, he was engaged in acquiring an ed¬ 
ucation—a mighty thing as many of us know. He was as happy as 
Horace beneath the myrtle vine. The one thing which oppressed his 
hosts was the kindly interest evinced by the faculty. 

“How graciously our sophomores are receiving our short course stu¬ 
dents,” the dean had said to his assistant one day. What an honor 
for the Kid to represent so large a student body! 

The last evening of “spikehood” was celebrated by a well-appointed 
feast—appointment being made by the Kid. Surely the impression 
was deep in both senses. 

Initiation was carefully planned. The Kid was to have taken an 
evening train from Boyd to a nearby town, whence he would depart 
southward the following morning. 

“We have planned a little surprise for you,” said Badge, who was 
inclined to speak truthfully, “you will not miss your morning train.” 

The ceremonies began at ten o’clock in the dark basement of the 
‘Trat house.” Of the orgies therein we dare not speak. Those who 
have experienced them know\ Those who have not, cannot know. Suf¬ 
fice it to say here that he was not simply fed upon moistened mac¬ 
aroni or made to recite the names of his tormentors backward to 
some unholy chant. When finally the dread informalities were com¬ 
pleted, the Kid was taken to the dimly lighted parlors where impres¬ 
sive oaths were taken. 

“And now,” said Badge, solemnly, and still truthfully, “you are one 
of us. The Greek letters, Omicron Upsilon Kappa, changed by us, on 
mutual consent, for you, stand for the English words, ‘Oh, you kid.’ ” 

The Kid was stung to attention, but his surprise became mild when 
he noted only solemnity on the faces of his new brothers. 

Then occurred a slight hitch in the ceremony. The groom had for¬ 
gotten the ring! 

“The pin,” whispered Badge tragically. Ritz twisted a slight gold 
button from Phil’s lapel. 

“Oh, I say,” said Phil, feebly making a futile grab at his coat. And 
Winifred’s pin went to the kid. 
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“It is now three,” continued Badgely imperiously, when all secrets 
had been divulged and all greetings passed. “There is a canoe down 
at the float. Someone awaits you there. Of the fair Margaret we have 
heard from others. She returns the admiration which you feel for her 
for she says you never eat fish with a mustard spoon. Two hours 
row' down stream on a gentle little fishing trip will bring you to 
Chatsworth in time for your train. Friends will meet her there.” 

The group broke up, several of the boys escorting Phil down to the 
river. The late dawn held the boat and its occupant in dusky shadows. 
The figure was warmly clad and veiled for the morning was cool. 

“Kid?” asked Margaret in a low voice, “I’ve been waiting until I 
am hoarse.” 

By the time he had reached the willow swamp a few miles above 
Chatsworth, the Kid had grown bolder. Margaret had been very 
quiet. “Won’t you let me look into your eyes?” He crossed and sat 
down beside her. 

“Er.—I—er—will you—?” he started. 

“Oh, you dear, this is so sudden. Give me your pin,” cried Mar¬ 
garet rather vehemently, throwing her arms around his neck, and 
grasping the pin. Her arms were very strong. 

I have always thought it foolish that people take so little regard 
for situation. The canoe was light—the w r ater was cold. The Kid 
struggled wrathfully to the shore, where he hailed a passing wagon. 

Ritz, struggling w T ith the heavy veil, laughed to himself as he right¬ 
ed the boat. “Oh, you Kappa,” he said softly. 

For what did it matter? He was only the Kid—and ambitious. 

—ELIZABETH KING, ’ll. 
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Intuition 


HY, I thought of that, too!” I exclaimed. 

“At just what hour?” asked Diana. 

I hesitated. When Diana asked questions it was 
well to ponder. She could extract more from a given 
set of data than any other girl I have ever known. I 
decided not to tell the truth. 

“Oh, about eight o’clock yesterday morning,” I re¬ 
plied, taking a chocolate. 

“Was it not really just after luncheon?” asked 
Diana sweetly. 

“Diana!” I cried, so startled that I dropped my thimble down the 
register, “How dare you know when I am lying. And—everything else 
about me?” 

She sat on the rug before the fire. 

“Have you ever wondered why. after you have talked with some 
one, snatches of the conversation return to you. things you said, 
things he said—” 

“Diana!” 

“Entirely impersonal,” smiling, “while other things are forgotten?” 

“No,” I moaned, “I do not try to explain everything on this terres- 
tial ball the way you do. 1 have trouble enough learning other peo¬ 
ples’ explanations.” 

“Or,” she continued, “have you had this experience?—While you 
walked along a sentence would flash across your mind. A little later 
he would say that very sentence.” 

“Yes,” I cried, “But Diana, darling, you see, we’re in love.” 

“I,” she exclaimed, laughing at me, “Do not mean Jim every time I 
pronounce the third personal pronoun—masculine gender. I mean 
any one.” 

The fire made my face hot. 
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“No!” I stammered, “I mean yes I have—but 1 do not know why.” 

“The whole thought world.” she said, dreamily, “Is like a most in¬ 
tricate wireless telegraphy system. We are the stations. Now, I am 
sensitive to thoughts explaining mysteries. Yesterday when you lost 
your book this came to me—Perhaps the janitor burned it — that was 
about eight o’clock in the morning. When I was at lunch—this—Tell 
Susan to ask him. That was the way my first thought, flashed along 
to you, had come back. Then when you prevaricated,” she scowled 
sternly, “You unconsciously, or rather sub-consciously, spoke the hour 
of my first idea.” 

“Why, that is called intuition, isn’t it?” 

“Exactly the word,” she cried, “1 flashed to you a minute ago.” 

“Now, look here,” I protested hotly, “You are not going to cheat me 
out of all my brilliant ideas by pretending that you flashed them to 
me.” 

She laughed. 

“Don’t look so woe begone, honey lamb. It was not a very flashy 
flash because it is not quite the right word, but I can not think of any 
better. Your ring has flashed me a much more brilliant one.” 

“Jim is coming!” I cried, “and my hair — ” 

“See! You flashed it back to me.” 

“Oh, Diana,” I groaned,” Is life a game of ping pong?” 

“Just think!” she cried, “If it is true, what wonders we could do by 
just interpreting our own thoughts! Iwish something would happen 
— say a murder. I could work it all out in time. How I would love to 
help some poor widow find what villian had slain and robbed her hus¬ 
band!” 

“You young Nero!” 

And that very hour, while Diana spoke, the janitor of Dalton Sem¬ 
inary was murdered in the furnace room. They found him there the 
next morning and all the town was shaken with the tragedy. Some 
one had struck him from behind and he was lying on the night’s sup¬ 
ply of coal. Who that some one was, no detective in all Dalton could 
imagine. Every clue vanished in the ground before they traced it 
far. The police were completely baffled and after a few months gave 
up the case. 

Near the close of school Jim and I quarreled. It began by his fail¬ 
ing to come that night and refusing to explain. I returned his dia¬ 
mond and all his letters and gave the dried petals of his roses to the 
winds. I could not control the sense of joy and freedom it gave me. 
He suddenly repelled me and I w T as afraid of him. Diana was 
troubled. 
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“Susan,” she asked me often, her black eyes searching me, “You 
really do not love him the least little bit?” 

“No, I hate him! I almost made an awful mistake, Diana. I must 
have loved his auto and his flying machine. I do not see how I ever 
endured his pale eyes and that ‘yaller’ hair.” 

Then the strangest things happened! First a dance, then a spread, 
then the prom and soon almost every Friday night Jim took Diana 
somewhere. Roses came again and chocolates. A peculiar expres¬ 
sion came into Diana’s face. She accepted everything with a sweet 
graciousness that surprised me. 

“My goodness!” I thought, “Can she be falling in love with him? 
She is none to loyal to me if she is!” 

I now lay awake in our bed until midnight and it was Diana who 
came, cold and excited, to be snuggled up and encouraged to tell ev¬ 
erything he had said, etc—you know. 

Before the Phi Xi Annual she wore the ring I had once twisted 
around and around on my finger and caught sun rays in. He was to 
be her guest at the Annual and in the afternoon he came to take her 
in his flying machine. Diana was wonderful in a new brilliant red 
silk dress. 

“Why did you wear that?” I heard Jim ask her, as she drew on her 
gloves. 

“Do you not like it?” her clear voice answered. 

“No, I hate it,” growled Jim, “It is blood color.” 

“The bear!” I thought, “How can she stand him?” 

And yet, as I watched them fly away I was a little sick at heart. 
They would have a glorious time! They would follow the river for 
eight miles, have supper with Diana’s grandmother and return in the 
early twilight for the dance. I ate a lonely supper in my room, 
dressed wearily, and went with some one or other to the Annual. 

When Diana came, she was more beautiful than any girl I ever saw. 
Her black hair was blown in little curls around her flushed cheeks 
and her eyes glowed with suppressed excitement. 

“I knew it,” I thought with a sinking heart, “They have gone and 
done it and she didn’t even let me come. I was going to have her 
be maid of honor.” 

But I was greatly mistaken. I noticed a large circle gathering 
around her and joined it. 

“As we sailed along,” she was saying, “We saw an old fisherman 
sitting in his boat. He bent over the edge to pull in a fish.” 

Jim flushed and started away. 

“Will some one please hold him?” asked Diana. 
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Two of the boys caught his arms. 

“Thru my mind this sentence flashed—‘Just like the old janitor 
when I struck him.’ Now I did not kill the janitor, you know. Those 
same words were in Jim’s mind and 1 know it. I g’anced at him—he 
was pale and exceedingly nervous. Why he did it, I do not know—- 
but he did it.” 

Jim was ghastly white. 

“He—knew—too—much,” he muttered hoarsely and collapsed. 

The music stopped and the dancers surged around him. The great¬ 
est confusion reigned. Some one tipped over a stand, breaking a 
punch bowl, and the frappe ran along the floor. Several men held 
Jim, others summoned the police. But he did not struggle. He lay 
very still, with one arm across his face. 

“It was the red dress,” he sobbed. “That girl! But—oh—I am 
glad she found it out! It was hell being the only fellow in all the 
world that knew.” 

We soon broke up and hurried home in horrified little groups. Poor, 
weak, luxury loving Jim! His trial brought to light many petty 
thefts and a forgery. He made a wholesale confession and received 
the minimum penalty. They say he is cut now on parole. 

“Susan,” whispered Diana on the night after it was all over, “ I am 
very tired. It was a long game and a hard one, that make believe 
engagement. The night he did it, do you remember, the three promi¬ 
nent words of our talk?” 

“The janitor—Jim—murder.” 

“Yes,” she whispered,” and I thought of that when you began to 
hate him. Some hew after that—I just knew by intuition.” 

—MYRA H. KING, TO. 
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AY, FRED, is it lots of fun to run and vault, and do 
those other things that the catalogue calls track 
athletics?” 

It was Fred Carr’s younger brother, Clyde, who 
spoke. Fred had recently returned to the cld farm 
after a year in the great University. As he looked 
down into Clyde’s questioning eyes, he saw a wist¬ 
ful, wondering expression, which betrayed a deep int¬ 
est in the matter. 

“Yes, Clyde, when a fellow gets in a big track 
meet, and is put up by the side of some of those great athletes, it is 
more than fun, it sends a thrill thru a fellow, it makes him feel as if 
here were a great opportunity to see what he has ability to do. 1 
can’t exactly explain it, brother, but it is the same as in foot ball. It 
is the making of a fellow to go into such athletic contests, and play a 
hard fought game and play it clean.” 

“Did you have to fight hard when you won that six mile race this 
spring?” 

“Well, the fight was a hard one. I thought I never could keep the 
pace to the end. Everything was black before my eyes. There was 
nr feeling in my feet. They seemed as if bags of sand were tied to 
them—but somehow I crossed the line.” 

“Father wasn’t at all pleased when he read the papers the next 
morning, and saw that you had won. He said that you were wasting 
your time off there at the University.” 

“Yes. I know, but father doesn’t understand.” 

“I know he doesn’t, but Fred, won’t you teach me how to run and 
jump and vault? We can go clown in the back pasture and father will 
never—” 

(Continued on page . ; 5) 
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REGARDING CONTRIBUTIONS. 

Without the hearty support of the students in contributing to The 
Tech, as has been stated in these columns before, this eminent maga¬ 
zine would not only be far from meriting such a title as a “students’ 
publication,” but would also quickly become a disastrous failure. 
Happily, few of our shortcomings can be traced to this cause, as the 
students have at least shown occasional evidences of the fact that 
they realize their cooperation is needed, by handing in items of int¬ 
erest. We have tried to show our unbounded graditude for those ef¬ 
forts. Still, nowhere near the amount of help of this nature which the 
student body could give, is received by The Tech, However, as con¬ 
cerns literary contributions, the students this year have given evi¬ 
dence of the realization of the responsibility that rests upon them on 
an unprecedented scale. True, many of these “contributions” were 
obtained through the courtesy of the English department, but they 
elicited as much gratitude as if they had been written expressly for 
The Tech. 

The cooperation with the English Department is another feature 
productive of good results for all concerned. We have tried to make 
The Tech of such quality that students would feel it just a trifle of 
an honor to have their literary efforts published therein. By holding 
this possibility before the literary aspirants, the English insructors 
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have, we sincerely hope, stimulated work in their department as well 
as being enabled to hand over to us what w r e feel safe in calling the 
best collection of stories ever published in The Tech. 

In order that we may again, and in a more formal manner, express 
our deep felt gratitude to those who have contributed to the Literary 
Department, as well as show from what a large number of students 
these contributions have come, we print the following names of peo¬ 
ple upon whose heads the blessing of a distraught editor has rested 
at various times: Myra Howell King, Charles A. Atwood, G. Gordon 
Kellar, Helena Burgess, Proctor C. Waldo, Arthur Park, Mary Hunter. 
Eda I. Lucas, Puzant T. Arpee, Charlotte Tjaden, Dorothy Shade, Jose¬ 
phine Cantieny, Meta M. Kamman, Edward G. Anderson, Fred Maurer, 
Elizabeth King, Frank E. Gooding, Harry McDonald, Harold A. Ballen- 
ger, Virginia Bolivar. Ethel Herrel, Ruth L. Cooper, and Elizabeth 
Cockle. _ 

FORWARD STRIDES. 

Now what’s the cry about Bradley spirit? To any observer, even 
the most casual, it is very plain that it has gone forward by leaps 
and bounds during the present school year. First of all to be noted is 
the great feeling of unity which exists between Bradley Hall and 
Horological Hall. Never before in the history of the school have 
they had so much common interest in the various activities connect¬ 
ed with school life. Take, for example, the support which the Horo- 
logs have accorded athletic contests. Their large attendance on those 
occasions and the athletes they have contributed would be enough in 
itself, but they have gone further and furnished the famous Horologi¬ 
cal Band, which has become a “Bradley” Band by virtue of the members 
drawn from Bradley Hall. What could ever hope to come up to the 
rousing enthusiasm instilled by the stirring strains of their music? 
Their effect has been particuarly noticeable in the recent games. It 
has given Bradley Field a real college appearance. All we need is a 
stirring Bradley song for the crowd to ri3e and sing while the 
Band plays, and we’ll be up with all the universities. 

The spirit has gone deeper than just the outward show, however, 
which is just the outcropping of the wonderful advancement in the 
relations of student to student which have taken place. More of a 
common interest for everything that was for Bradley has pervaded 
the student body. The continuance of this great advancement in 
spirit can not help but benefit Bradley and everybody should do all 
in their power to aid it. When something occurs which you don’t 
think is right or just, don’t knock. Go on doing your work the best 
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you know how and you will soon put to rout any incipient dirty work, 
a good part of which, by the way, is purely imaginary. 

Of course we must not forget the part the first year in our magnifi¬ 
cent gym. has played in this cause. It has worked wonders, and will 
continue to do so as long as the students will permit it. 


FINISHING TOUCHES. 

It is a peculiar trait of human nature that at the beginning of a task 
set before us we crane our necks, metaphorically, for a glance at the 
much desired end of that same task. As each successive stage in our 
journey toward completion is passed, we breathe many sighs of relief 
and forget our weariness in the thought of how much the remaining 
distance has been shortened. At last we near the final stage, which 
marks the termination of our labors and the realization of the hopes 
we had built around their fulfillment. But it is no feeling of relief 
which comes over us then. We are utterly routed to suddenly find 
out that, instead, we are bowed down with sadness. These tasks, 
whose end we had so long desired, have suddenly become endeared 
to us. It is with a touch of regret that we lay down our duties, while 
the fruit of our labors becomes history. 

Such is the valedictory of the present Tech editor as it would be 
delivered in a most poetic strain. However, it is a little too soon for 
sentiment alone to move his hard heart, as the staff would no doubt 
say. StiT he is inclined to pass rather lightly over the nerve-racking 
ordeals encountered in collecting copy, the weary hours of proof-read¬ 
ing and “make-up,” followed by the inevitable kicks, some of them be¬ 
ing merited, of course—as instances recall themselves to his mind 
wkere he could have done much better. But it is all over now; so 
what’s the use? We have tried to do our best, and the students who 
come back will no doubt take that for granted although glad of the 
change of administration in The Tech for next year. 

The editor wishes to take this opportunity of thanking the staff for 
the efforts they have put into their work in making The Tech what it 
has been. It is a deeply felt gratitude which can not be easily ex¬ 
pressed, but he hopes that his loyal staff will recognize it, at least in 
part. Just think, you won’t have to even hide when you see him com¬ 
ing any more! And of course he is too grateful to recall the times 
your copy was late, or he didn’t get it at all. What wonders senti¬ 
ment does perform! But those were only incidents of the moment. 
And so, a benign peace comes over us as we make our farewell bow, 
wishing all sorts of success to The Tech for 1910-T1. 
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A unique progressive house-party was enjoyed by some of the 
younger girls over the “week end” of May 21st. Those included in 
the merry party were, Elizabeth Robison, Edith Potter, Hazel Han¬ 
cock, Marguerite Strehlow', Ruth Langton and Floss Springer. 

Decoration Day was celebrated by the Omicrons at the home of 
Arsina Hauk in Bartonville. The girls and their guests included, 
Misses Keithley, Thcmas, Goss, Hauk, Rutherford, Cooper, Leininger, 
Ippensen and Richmond; Messrs., Kuhl, Strehlow, Pfeiffer, Smith, 
Kellar, Klotz, Lord, Dailey and Mercer. 

Sigma Tau Betas have, as a pledge, Mr. A. Teed, of Hutchison, Kan¬ 
sas. Mr. Teed has been enrolled this year as a Horological student 
but will return next fall to take college work at Bradey Hall. 

The Tri Kappa girls gave a picnic supper at Edimar May 20th. 
Those present were Misses Porter. King, Myers, L. Hanna, B. Hanna, 
Mason, Ulrich, Heyle, Strehlow and Mrs. Hanna; Messrs., Lord, Kel¬ 
lar, Reichelderfer, Carson, Hanna, Smith, Geissler, Dewey, Stacy and 
Wells. 

The Omicron Tri Kappa annual dance will be given on June 22. 

Elizabeth Robison gave a box party at the “Main Street” on Satur¬ 
day afternoon, May 28th. Her guests were, Edith Potter, Marguerite 
Strehlow, Ruth Langton, Floss Springer, Lucile Foreman, Kathleen 
Cashin, Frances Buckley, and Hazel Hancock. 

The Lambda Phis had a very enjoyable picnic dance at Bradley 
Park, May 28, after the track meet. 

On May seventeenth the Omicrons were entertained at a very pret¬ 
ty spread at the new home of Miss R ichmond on Glen wood. A theater 
party, to see Henrietta Crosman, followed the spread. 

The Tri Kappas will give their annual June picnic on the 14th. 

Miss Zilpha Miller will be formally initiated into Lambda Phi Soror¬ 
ity on June tenth. 
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Pedagogic Club held its last meeting of the year on Tuesday, May 
17. An instructive lecture delivered by Dr. Miller of this city, on 
“Tuberculosis” was appreciated by all of the members. A delightful 
social hour followed the evening’s program. 

The Tri Kappa girls entertained some of their Lombard friends 
with a picnic supper at the home of Miss Strehlow, May 10. Their 
guests were Messrs. Therman, Leonard, Brigham, Webster, Chapman, 
Cropper, Dunne, North and Radcliffe. 

Omicron Kappa Kappa Kappa Sorority are planning a camping 
party at Rome, for the week following Convocation. 

Irma Ramsey entertained the active Lambda Phis on June 14. 

Miss Bernice Heyle has been pledged Tri Kappa. 

Everyone surely regrets that the last Social Club dance of this year 
is past. Perhaps a gayer crowd of Bradley students never enjoyed a 
more successful dance in the gymnasium than the one on May twenty- 
eighth. The largest number, for years, attended and merrily danced 
to exquisite music by Glasgow’s orchestra until “lights out.” The 
credit of these social club successes of the past year is due Miss 
Cooper, president, and Mr. Bunn, treasurer. 

The annual Lambda Phi picnic w r ill be held June twenty-first at 
Bradley Park. 

The Senior Ball date is set for June thirteenth. This will be the 
last dance given in the gymnasium this season and, if the plans 
mature, will be decidedly beautiful. 

The entire sorority of Omicron Kappa Kappa Kappa enjoyed a pic¬ 
nic at Bradley Park on June second. 

On May 24, Miss Dorothy Shade royally entertained the Lambda 
Phis at her home in Jefferson Avenue. 

The Sigmas gave a pretty informal dance, after the track meet. 
May 28th, at Glen Oak Park. 

Miss Frances Goss entertains the Omicrons at a spread June 7th, 
at her home on Hamilton Blvd. 

The date for the Sigma Tau Beta annual dance is set for June 10th. 
This year the dance will be given at the Country Club. 

THE GLASGOW ORCHESTRA COMPOSED OF PEORIA’S LEAD 
ING MUSICIANS. THE BEST FOR ALL OCCASIONS. 

J. W. GLASGOW, Director . Phone No. 4049-2 


Thirty-four 


The Tech 










WHY FRED WENT BACK TO COLLEGE. 

(Continued from page 29) 

“Yes, father will never know, hey?” and the old man stood beside 
them. He had been splicing a rope in the workshop and had overheard 
all. “So ye’re trying to drag that boy into ‘athletiks’ too, are ye? 
That’s all yer edication amounts to. Ye only go to school to learn to 
run and jump and play that beastly foot ball. Ye think that them ere 
fads is all schoolin’s for.” 

These words cut Fred to the heart—words from his own father’s 
lips. “But father, I do not go to college for these alone. After a hard 
day’s work, I engage in athletics to rest my mind, and exercise my 
body. Football and track practices are not bad things, father. Look 
what a man they have made of me.” 

“Yes, but I’ll set you to work on the farm if its only exercise ye 
need. I’ll not let you go back to college next year. Clyde, you go 
rake that hay.” And with that, Mr. Carr wheeled and walked away, 
while Clyde silently went to bridle the horses. 

Fred stood meditating. “Some day I will have a chance to prove to 
father that college athletics have done me good,” and with this 
thought uppermost in his mind, Fred went to his work. 

That afternoon, all hands hastened the work, for there were nearly 
ten loads of freshly cured hay to put in the nearby barn before the 
rain came on. A hired man took the hay away from the loader, while 
Mr. Carr loaded it. Clyde had finished raking the land which was 
cured, and now drove up, just as Mr. Carr finished the first load. 

“Well, if ye want to be a jumping-jack, jump up on this load, and 
take it to the barn,” he said. Don’t lose any time either, or that 
storm will catch us. Tell Fred that he can try his muscles up in the 
hay mow.” The boy obeyed without a word. He drove into the ca¬ 
pacious gangway, and drew down the large tw'o-tined hay fork. The 
first forkful was a neat one and as it rose to the steel track, Clyde 
prided himself that he was the best hand at the fork. But sad to say, 
the forkful never reached the mow intact. Suddenly there was a 
creak, the rope snapped, and down tumbled the bunch of hay—onto 
the wagon, then to the ground below. Clyde felt a lump in his throat. 
What would his father say? With sorrowful self- accusations he 
hastened to tell Mr. Carr. When he had finished, the old man burst 
out—“If ye’d keep your mind off them ere college fads, and tend to 
business, we woud get this hay put up some day.” Mr. Carr strode 
off to the barn and Clyde followed at a respectable distance behind. 

The break was repaired, and finally all the hay was safe within the 
barn. As Clyde closed the big barn doors for the night, a sigh of re- 
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lief escaped bis lips, but only a part of his troubles were lifted. 

In the evening, the younger boy did not retire as early as usual, al¬ 
though he was very tired. He was waiting to talk to his mother 
alone. When Mr. Carr and Fred had gone to their rooms, the boy 
drew his chair up near his mother's rocker and asked, “Mother, do 
you think father will let Fred go back to the University next fall?” 

“Why, my boy, do you ask that question? True, your father was 
not* much in favor of it a month or so ago, but what makes you think 
of this now?” 

“Well, this afternoon, Fred and I were talking about those athletics 
they have at school, and father cverheard us. It made him angry and 
he said he wouldn’t send Fred back next year.” 

“O, I wouldn’t worry about it now,” comforted the sweet little wom¬ 
an, “your father speaks harshly at times, and besides he is not feeling 
well today. I will talk to him about it when he is in a better humor. 
I am so glad you got the hay done, for the storm has come, and it is 
beginning to rain, and father worries so over things when he is not 
well. But now, maybe he can rest. You run along to bed, and don’t 
think any more about college tonight.” 

The boy’s mind was at rest, and he went to bed and was soon asleep. 

Meantime Fred had gone to his room, but not to sleep. He sat 
meditating over the words his father had uttered that afternoon, “I’ll 
not let you go back to college next year.” These words hurt Fred 
mere than he could tell. Had he done wrong? Should he have kept 
out of athletics? As he sat thinking and sorrowing over it, the light¬ 
ning flashed, and heavy drops began to strike upon the roof. It soon 
increased to a downpour, and the vivid flashes roused Fred from his 
reverie. He arose, and blowing out his little lamp, threw his weary 
body upon the downy bed and slept. 

The next morning, the sun was shining brightly, and Fred quickly 
dressed himself, and went down stairs into the fresh morning air. 
There had been a terrible rain, and with a thrill of joy, our college boy 
thought of the hay, safe within the mow. But hark! What noise was 
that he heard—the brook—how it roared and swished. It was on a 
rampage after the downpour. Fred was curious to see how high the 
flood had driven the usually quiet little stream, and as it was just a 
little way down the road, he ran to look. As he neared the water, he 
saw that the bridge was gone. A chasm of twenty feet and more, 
yawned above the mad water. There was something fascinating about 
the "whirling, seething stream, and Fred stood as if charmed, when 
suddenly he heard his name called above the din of the flood. Turn¬ 
ing, he saw his mother, who gasped—“Your father—his heart—get the 
doctor quick.” 
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“But mother, the bridge is gone! There isn’t time to drive around 
and besides Simmon’s bridge may be gone too.” 

“O what shall we do?” his mother cried. “Father will die, what 
shall we do?” 

Fred turned and looked at the chasm, a new thought in his mind. 
Could he possibly clear it? If he could but reach the other side, the 
five miles to Dr. Frye’s would be nothing to him. Stepping back sev¬ 
eral paces, he drew himself up for the awful trial. Measuring care¬ 
fully the distance with his eye, he took a quick run, and with a mighty 
leap sprang out over the rushing water. Would he reach the other 
side? A moment of suspense—he landed safely, and, as the little 
mother stood speechless and amazed, Fred sped down the road, and 
out of sight. 

There was no timer at the mark, but that five miles was made in 
record time. 

************ 

Mr. Carr looked pale and weak. The doctor had just gone. Mrs. 
Carr, with tears glistening in her eyes, told how her son had made the 
awful jump; how he had run all that way to get the doctor, brnging 
back some medicine to keep the spark of life alive in his father’s 
breast until Dr. Frye could drive around by Simmon’s bridge; how 
Fred had had to leap that deadly chasm a second time, when he was 
nearly tired out; how he slipped on the edge and almost fell back to 
certain death in the maddened waters beneath. 

When she had finished, the room was silent for a little time. Mr. 
Carr’s eyes opened, and with a broken voice he said, “Tell Fred to 
come here.” 

As Fred came close to his father, the plae old man grasped his 
boy’s hand, and said, “Fred, my boy, you shall go back to college next 
year, and,” he added, “I think I’ll send Clyde, too.” 

, CHARLES A. ATWOOD, ’10. 

& 

LOGICAL. 

“I observe,” said the editor of the magazine, looking over the manu¬ 
script that had been submitted to him by the aspiring author, “that 
you have used the phrase, ‘lean hours?’ How can there be such a 
thing as a ‘lean hour?’ ” 

“Why not?” demanded the author. “There is such a thing as a 
spare moment, isn’t there?” 
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LOCALS' 



Ebaugh comes to school the first morning of the 7:30 Mechanics 
class wearing black glasses, which causes Mr. Evans to wonder if he 
was afraid the comet w r ould hurt his eyes. 


Amy, to Olga I., who helped pair off the people for the Junior* 
Senior picnic: “If you give J. H. another girl, give him two.” Now 
who says our Polyscope editor isn’t pretty wuse? 


Seen on board after Freshman English class recited: “If he whisles 
he is happy.” 


Pfeiffer, discussing the conservation of energy in Calc, brought in 
coal as an example. After a few remarks, Mr. Bikle interrupts with: 
“So far, all you have produced is ‘heated air.’ ” Which, it must be 
conceded the gentleman mathematician, is a rather polite way of put¬ 
ting it. 


The kinematics class whistled to a passing case. Mr. Evans, hear¬ 
ing the commotion, looks out of window to be immediately spotted by 
the strolling pair, whereat he calls down the class with, “You boys 
shouldn’t do that. Now they think it was me.” 


SCORE ONE FOR BRADLEY. 

Heard from one of the prominent business men of Peoria: “This 
surely is -. If I was a w'eather man and couldn’t make any bet¬ 

ter w’eather than this, I would go to Bradley and take a post-graduate 
course.” 


Miss Boniface, (in English 2 A): “You might see an angel in a 
vision and it’s probably the only chance any of you wilj ever have to 
see one.” 
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Wilson (to Geo. Allen): “Say, your old man’s name is Allen, too. 
isn’t it?” 


R. Eaton, (in Latin 1 B): “ ‘Animadvertite quae fecent.’ Notice 
what he has did.” 

’TIS EVER THUS. 

Soon comes our Decoration Day 

When some few, faithful, watch and pray 

O’er graves of heroes old and grey. 

But more in sundry grandstands sit 
And madly shout, “A hit, a hit.” 

And some will see the great parade. 

But more w'ill know what score was made. 

’Tis ever thus:—the ones of worth 
Neglected go o’er all the earth; 

With those who shine but for a day 
The vulgar crow’d runs far away. 

This effusion is from the pen cf THE CHEERFUL IDIOT, and was 
found among his effects shortly after his death from fright when 
Miss Walters threatened him with a Latin Con. 

PROBLEM IN DIETICS. 

The preacher was being entertained at dinner and Adelaide was on 
her very best behavior. “Mother,” she asked, when they had come to 
the dessert, “is the cake bad for me, or is there plenty of it?” 


The greatest wonder about Bradley is the $1.29 board walk leading 
to the main entrance of our $75,000 gymnasium. For the puzzled ones 
who don’t know they are w r aiting for the ground to settle, or were, it 
has caused many a conjecture. 


“I say,” asked Jenks, as he w alked into Binks’ shop, sample case in 
hand, “can a cowhide in a boot shop?” 

Binks wasn’t at all slow. “No,” he said, “but calfskin.” 


WM. HASSEL, Gentlemen’s Tailoring—222 [Main St. Peoria, Illinois 
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The Band has done some good work this year. Not only have the 
students done their part in the way of encouragement but also their 
leader, Mr. Collins, by his continued and never tiring efforts has made 
the band a success. 


We are glad to hear that a member of Horology Hall has such an 
excellent record as a base ball player. The noted individual is our 
old friend, Red Carr. 

This news came to us through the “War Cry.” The “War Cry” is 
the new West Bluff newspaper and is printed, or rather, written, at 
Curley’s Restaurant. The following is a poem written by the staff 
Poet, “Bucky”: 

Old Red Carr is there right now 

Stealing bases and showing them how 

To play base ball in the old-fashioned way— 

Pitching at bull frogs with chunks of clay. 


Big Chief “Did He Run” is certainly a fast man. when he gets 
started. 


Diplomas have been awarded to the following members of the 
last Optical class. Messrs. G. Scheihing, W. T. Reed, E. Hadley, J. T. 
Johnson, A. T. Westlake, Jr.. E. H. Schmidt, R. W. Myers, J. G. Yar¬ 
brough, Geo. M. Stark, C. J. Farthing, F. H. Rasmussen. H. Bott, J. 
Schwabrow, H. Gilmore, LeRoy Jarvis, H. E. Lang. G. Bedell, and Mrs. 
J. T. Johnson. 


Jocko “the Dog-faced boy,” has become the champion pie-eater. 
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Our friend, “Deadwood Dick,” has reached the high position of a 
“C” room mechanic. 


Our Polar Bear says that he likes the cold better than Jewel Plates. 


Deloss Thomas has been given a gold medal for being the slowest 
man here. 


Curley Zollers will soon appear in his new play, “The Only Sport 
ir. Town.” 

On May 25 about eighty Horologs went to Springfield to attend the 
convention of the Illinois Retail Jewelers Association. The excur¬ 
sion proved not only enjoyable, but also a means of a large amount of 
education. The morning was spent in a tour through the Illinois 
Watch Co.’s plant and the afternoon in viewing the many stock dis¬ 
plays and attending the convention session. 

Mr. Frank Dietzel has been awarded a diploma in watch work. 

HOW WOULD YOU LIKE TO SEE 

Deadwood Dick in a dress suit? 

Texas Bill finish “C” Room? 

Brindler run? 

Williams when she said she had the tonsilitis? 

Bushels say something really sensible? 

Tabe in Lockwood’s clothes? 

Bumsteen with his 35? 

Sandy work? 

Jocko break a pivot and sit still? 

A HOROLOG’S LETTER TO HIS FATHER. 

Dear old Dad, I take my pen 
To let you know I need a ten. 

I really hate to bother you, 

But if you’re short, a five will do. 

If lacking five just send me one; 

Must go to work. Your loving son, 

G. F. 

Mr. Albert Teed left May 19 for his home in Hutchison, Kansas. 
Mr. R. Kennerdell has gone home for a vacation. 


Mr. Elmer Collins left the 26th for Mt. Vernon, Ill. 


The Tech 


Forty-one 


















BANG! BANG! BANG! GOES THE HAMMER ON THE ANVIL. 

Fellows, we would much prefer that this number of The Tech could 
be withheld from the press about two weeks longer. Then we could 
give you facts about a number of things of which we can at present 
only predict. For instance we might describe to you the great mass 
meeting of June 1st. “It was held in the chapel and not a seat was 
vacant. The shades were lowered and a spot light played upon the 
screen. Then, a view of a steam boat, a bunch of bathers, tents 
among the trees which covered the slope as it led up to the athletic 
field; above and off a little to one side what did we see? Why it was 
the observer at the Yerkes Observatory calmly looking at Halley’s 
Comet. All of this was the Y. M. C. A. camp at Lake Geneva. 

Well fellows lets get to business. Here’s the treasurer’s report for 
1909-’10. You can read it yourselves and see if it is all O. K. 


Apr. 26, ’09, Cash on hand.$14.87 

Rec’d annual dues from members. 15.50 

Bible study books. 1.60 


Total receipts.. 31.87 

23.71 


Apr. 15, ’10, cash on hand.$ 8.16 

Railroad fare to convention.$ 4.48 

Central Y. M. C. A. Bible study books. 8.40 

“Social Suggestions” by Hall.40 

For social spread. 5.83 

Conference expense. 3.60 

Stamps . 1.00 


Total disbursements.$23.71 


CARL TRAEGER, Treas. 
Per F. S. B. 
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Then too, if this were later, we would be able to show you in print, 
the names of the lucky fellows, who are going to the Geneva Confer¬ 
ence. O, you should be one of the bunch. If we had the space we 
could tell you a great deal more. Now this is our last chance to 
speak in print about the Y. M. C. A. We just want to say this—our 
aims are high for next year and it rests with you as to whether we 
are able to accomplish as much as we expect. Think it over during 
the summer and return in September with your sleeves rolled up 
ready to wade in and work for the Y. M. C. A. 

Nine Rahs for the Y. M. C. A. 

Now! all together!!!!!!! 


The English Club has wound up its activities for the year, the final 
meeting being held on Thursday, May 26. At this meeting it was de¬ 
cided to take up for study by the club next year, Romantic poems for 
two quarters and Short Stories for one. The Short Stories will prob¬ 
ably be the subject during the Fall Quarter. Several new members 
have been taken into the club, all of whom were present at the above 
meeting. There remains but the annual picnic on June third at 
Carver’s Point, and the present year in the history of the English 
Club will end in a blaze of glory. 


BRADLEY LITERARY CLUB. 

This club has entered the first annual of its history upon Bradley 
Institute records during the past winter. Shortly after Christmas a 
joint resolution was passed by the members of The Girls’ Debating 
Club and the Institute Debating Club to dissolve their present consti¬ 
tutions and consolidate themselves into one organization. A business 
meeting was held, after which the constitution was soon drafted and 
adopted. The great interest and geniality which is so characteristic in 
this organization, displayed themselves in the first regular meeting, 
held on the evening of Monday, February seventh. The first debate— 
on women’s suffrage—was very ably discussed (by men, too), and the 
yearly elections held. Mr. Edward Anderson was elected president, 
Miss Meta Becker, vice-president; Mr. Paul Herschel, secretary- treas¬ 
urer, and Miss Walters and Mr. George, critics. The first literary 
program, planned under the able direction of Miss Irene Fathman’s 
program committee, was held on the evening of February twenty-first, 
taking the form of a George Washington entertainment. Refresh¬ 
ments were served, followed by a social hour. 

As Mr. Anderson was soon to leave the city, Miss Cleda Keas w r as 
chosen at the next meeting to succeed him as president. Several int- 
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eresting and profitable evenings have been spent in the club room 
since her election. All of the members are more than satisfied with 
the progress which the club has made under both executives, and feel 
sure that it promises to become a most energetic organization. We 
wish here to express again our thanks for the kind interest which 
Miss McLaughlin and our critics, Miss Walters and Mr. George have 
shown us. The more experienced hands have given no slight assist¬ 
ance in our first attempts. 

Although a drain has been made upon the treasury for a group 
picture for the Polyscope, and for refreshments, the secretary still 
reports a large surplus. 

As a concluson to the year’s work, plans are being made for a pic¬ 
nic, June sixth. A big bonfire, with baked potatoes, beans, “wienies,” 
and of course, ice cream, is listed for our banquet, with plenty of 
unique toasts and college songs. Needless to say we are expecting a 
—splendid, shall we say? No, just a regular Literary Club time. 

ELIZABETH KING, Ml. 


# IN M EMORIAM. 

Twice this year it has been the sad duty of The Tech to chronicle 
the death of prominent former students of Bradley. The second 
grievous happening which has caused deep and widespread mourning 
is the deplorable death of Ely C. Wood, at El Reno, State of Chihua¬ 
hua, Mexico, on May 21. Wood went through the academy here, fin¬ 
ishing in 1906, after which he attended the Michigan College of Mines 
at Houghton, Michigan, where he completed his course of study in 
1909, a year ahead of time, by dint of continual application to his 
work. 

While at Bradley he was one of the most popular students, and 
enthusiastically engaged in various lines of school activities. His re¬ 
markable prowess in athletics made him the mainstay of the foot ball 
team for two years. Among other organizations, he was a member of 
Alpha Pi, besides being a charter member of Pi O. K. 

At the time of his death. Wood held a very responsible position in 
a silver mine in El Reno, where he had been since finishing school. 
He was very interested in the work and showed unusual ability, be¬ 
ing marked for promotion at once by those in charge of the mine. 
While working in the mine in company with two Mexicans, a cave-in 
occurred without warning and, while the Mexicans escaped, Wood 
was unable to, due no doubt to the fact that he was ill at the time. 

It seems unusually sad that his young life should be thus snufTed 
out, just as the broad fields of promise were unfolded to him, and with 
his extraordinary capabilities he was making rapid strides toward 
fame. 


Forty-six 


The Tech 












“It’s the little things that tell,” she said, as she pulled her younger 
brother from under the couch.. 


“Now, boys, I have a few questions in fractions to ask,” said the 
teacher. “Suppose I had a piece of beefsteak and cut it into sixteen 
pieces, what would those pieces be called?” 

“Sixteenths,” answered one boy, after meditating a moment. 

“Very good,” said the teacher, “and when the sixteenths were cut 
in halves, what would they be?” 

There was silence in the class, but presently a little boy at the foot 
of the class put up his hand. 

“Do you know, Johnny?” 

“Hash!” said Johnny, confidently. 


“Bridget, the cook says you wish to go out tomorrow night?” 
“Yes’m,” replied Bridget. 

“Is it urgent?” 

“No’m, it’s me own gent.” 


Little grains of humor. 
Little bits of bluff, 

Make the little freshmen 
Think they’re just the stuff. 


“How sweet and fresh these flowers are. I believe there is some 
dew on them yet,” she said. 

He (abashed): “Yes, there is a little, but I’ll pay that tomorrow’.” 


Teacher: “Willie, have you whispered today without permission?” 
Willie: “Yes, ma’am, wunst.” 

Teacher: “Johnny, should Willie have said ‘wunst?’” 

Johnny: “No, ma’am; he should have said ‘twicet.’” 
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Teacher: “What figure of speech is ‘I love my teacher?” 
Pupil: “Sarcasm.” 


Freshie: “Why does the professor have all those letters tacked on 
to his name?” 

Senior: “To show that he got there by degrees.” 


“Why do you use paint?” asked a violinist of his daughter. 

“For the same reason you use rosin; to help me in drawing my 
beau,” she replied. 


Foreign lady asks for powder: 

Clerk: “Will you have Mennen’s?” 
Lady: “No, I vill haf vimmen’s.” 
Clerk: “Will you have it scented?” 
Lady: “No, I vill take it mit me.” 


A Freshman stood on the burning deck. 
As far as we can learn 
He stood in perfect safety — 

He was too green to burn. 


Teacher: “Now, Johnny, what was Washington’s farewell address?” 
Johnny: “Heaven.” 


There are meters iambic, 

And meters trochiac, 

There are meters in musical tone; 
But the meter 
That’s sweeter, 

And neater, 

Completer, 

Is to meet ’er 
In the moonlight alone. 


A SUITABLE CAREER. 

“What kind of a career have you mapped out for your boy. Josh?” 
“I’m going to make a lawyer of him,” answered Farmer Corntassel. 
“He’s got an unconquerable fancy for tending to other folk’s business, 
an’ he might as well git paid fur it.” 
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BRADLEY OVERWHELMS LOMBARD. 

Lombard College was defeated Tuesday, May 10, on Bradley 
campus by Bradley 20 to 1. It was one of the most farcial contests 
ever staged at Bradley field, Lombard putting up the worst possible 
article of ball. Their pitchers were hit hard but could not have won 
beacuse of the punk support which was given to them, a total of ten 
bungles being committed by the visitors. 

The work of the Bradley team was excellent, especially in the hit¬ 
ting line, twenty hits being smashed out. A noticeable feature of the 
work was the inside ball which the home team exhibited, the squeeze 
and hit and run play being worked to perfection. Mercer pitched 
one of the star games of the year, allowing only two hits, the last 
of which came in the ninth and allowed Lombard to score their only 
run. Heintzman starred at the bat with five hits, including a three- 
bagger and two doubles. The score: 


Bradley . 2 4 1 2 6 1 0 4 *—20 

Lombard . 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 1— 1 


Batteries: Mercer and Lord; Otho Smith, Leonard and Smith, Crop¬ 
per. 


BRADLEY TAKES SECOND FROM MILLIKEN. 

The second game of the year with Milliken was played May 14 at 
Decatur and was won by Bradley by the score of 4 to 3. The game 
was one of the closest and most exciting of the year and was only 
decided when “Shorty” Mulford threw out the last man in the ninth 
inning, with a Milliken man ready to score on the play. 

Bradley scored first blood by tallying twice in the second on a two- 
bagger by Droll, a triple by Maple and an out. 
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Milliken more than evened up in third by scoring three times on an 
error, two walks and a two base swat by Johnston, this being one of 
the two hits secured by Milliken off Mercer. For the rest of the 
game Mercer had the Decatur team helpless, striking out ten and giv¬ 
ing only three bases on balls. Nein for Milliken pitched a good game 
but was touched for hits at opportune times. The fielding form dis¬ 
played by both teams was good with Bradley showing the better of 
the two. 

Maple for Bradley was the hitting star of the afternoon with two 
triples and a double in four times at bat. Mercer, besides pitching 
a most excellent game, drove in the last run for his team, with a 
long double between right and center. The score: 


Bradley . 0 2 0 0 0 1 0 1 0—4 

Milliken . 0 0 3 0 0 0 0 0 0—3 


Batteries: Nein and Mayes; Mercer and Lord. 


BRADLEY WINS FROM WESLEYAN. 

The fastest game of the year on the home grounds was played May 
1C by Bradley with Illinois Wesleyan as opponents. The final score 
resulted 4 to 2, with Bradley on the large end. The game while not 
a perfect one by any means was full of dash and pepper and by all 
odds the most interesting of the year. 

Munnis started in the box for Bradley and pitched a remarkable 
game up to the eighth inning when he began to weaken; with three 
men on bases he was relieved by Maple, who in turn made place for 
Mercer after two men had scored. Immediately the scoring ceased 
for with two out, the bases full and Easterbrook, the star Wesleyan 
batter up, Mercer proceeded to sit him down on strikes. 

Bradley scored in the first on a base to Schenck, Mercer’s sacrifice 
and Droll’s double to the left field fence. Another was added in the 
fourth on hits by Smith and Mercer, while the third came in the 
eighth on a base to Schenck and Droll’s second hit. Heintzman 
scored by means of the squeeze in the eighth for the final count. The 


score: 

Bradley. l o 0 1 0 0 1 1 *—4 

Wesleyan . 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 2 0—2 


Batteries: Munnis, Maple, Mercer and Lord; Edborg and Carlyle. 
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KNOX TAKES FAST GAME. 

Bradley took the last trip of the year to Galesburg Saturday, May 
2 j and fell at the hands of Knox, or more properly speaking, of Mett- 
ler, by the score of 4 to 0. Mettler was nearly the whole show, for 
besides pitching a four hit game, he clouted the ball for a home run 
and two singles in three times up. Bradley only reached third twice, 
and then with two down each time. 

Mercer pitched a good game but was touched for seven hits at 
critical moments. The fielding of both teams was excellent with 
Noble proving the star with several good catches. Aldrich also caught 
a good game for Knox, with the exception of an overthrow to second. 


Bradley . 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0—0 

Knox. 1 0 0 2 0 0 1 0 0—4 


Batteries: Mercer and Lord; Mettler and Aldrich. 


THE INTERCOLLEGIATE MEET. 

The Third Annual Track and Field Meet of the Central Illinois In¬ 
tercollegiate Athletic Association was held on Bradley Campus, Sat¬ 
urday May 28, and proved by far the most successful yet held. Nine 
Intercollegiate records were broken before an attendance of over a 
thousand people. 

Knox College won the meet for the third straight time by taking all 
the firsts in the weight events and all except one in the track events, 
totaling 56 points. Illinois Wesleyan took second by taking 25 points 
with Bradley third, with 10 2-3 points. 

The meet, while won easily by Knox, was one of the most sensation¬ 
al ever held in Central Illinois. Record after record fell by the way- 
side, as the results were announced and many fine marks were made. 
The finishes in many cases were not close but no winner, with the ex¬ 
ception of Smith of Knox outclassed the field. Captain Smith scored 
a total of fifteen points for Knox, and made a new record in each 
weight event. Of the eleven schools entered, but one, Lombard, failed 
to appear. 

Bradley’s points were all won by Ebaugh, who won the broad jump 
and tied for third in the high jump with Campbell and Sayler, who 
made a new record of 10 ft. 61,4 in. in the polt vault. 

One of the best marks in the meet was made by Hartsock of Mon¬ 
mouth in the mile when he made 4.45 1-5. Eaton’s mark of 22 4-5 sec¬ 
onds in the 220 was also good. 
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The Summaries: — 



100 yard dash. — — 5 — — — 4 

120 yard hurdle. — — 5 3 — 1 — 

Mile run. — — 3 — 5 — 1 

440 yard run. — — 5 — — — 4 

220 yard hurdle. — — 8 — — — 1 

220 yard dash. — — 5 1 — — 3 

880 yard run. — 3 5 — — — 1 

Shot put. — — 8 — — — 1 

Pole vault. 5 — 1 — — — 3 

Hammer throw. — — 6 — — — 3 

Discus throw. — — 5 — — 13 

High jump . 2-3 — — 3 1-3 — 5 — 

Broad jump . 5 — — 3 — — 1 


Totals .10 2-3 3 56 10 1-3 5 7 25 

The Summaries: 

100 yard dash— 

First heat: Flint, Wesleyan, first; Eaton, Knox, second; Statt, Mon 
mouth, third. Time 10 2-5. 

Second heat. Wood, Knox, first; Van Pelt, Hedding, second; Ebaugh, 
Bradley, third. Time, 10 4-5. 

Third heat: Easterbrook, Wesleyan, first; Sisson, Bradley, second; 
Barnes, Normal, third. Time, 10 4-5. 

Final: Eaton, Knox, won; Easterbrook, Wesleyan, second; Flint, 
Wesleyan, third. Time, 10 3-5. 

120 yard hurdle— 

First heat: L. N. Meyers, Milliken, first; Dillon, Normal, second; 
Wright, Illinois college, third. Time, 17 3-5. 

Second heat: Gebhart, Knox, first; Fieker, Wesleyan, second. 
Time, 17 3-5. 

Final: Gebhart, Knox won; L. N. Meyers, Milliken, second; Dillon, 
Normal, third. Time, 16 1-5. 

(Forced to omit remainder of Summaries, due to lack of space.) 


Fifty-Two 


The Tech 


Wesleyan, 






























kF^LL . uuNTznm npiPi ,e qg,le 






















THIS IS NOT A CLASS IN OUT DOOR SKETCHING. IT'S THE DESCRIP. CLASS WORKING (?) 

IN THE SUN TO KEEP WARM. 














Young Mei\ 


We are showing; our complete 
lines of Suits and Top Coats 
for the Spring; Season* To 
those who are familiar with the classy clothes we sell for young; 
men, detail is unnecessary. To those who have not inspected 
our stocks, we insist they should. If you really want more for 
your clothing; money—if you want to be better dressed—if you 
want others to admire your clothes and envy your exceptional 
taste in selecting; them—then, you owe it to yourself to see our 
Spring; display. Every new feature is embodied in our garments, 
the patterns in most instances are exclusive with us and we assure 
you the weaves and shades are wonderfully pretty. 

Suits, Top Coats and Slip-on's 
$10 to $30 


Misses Outer Apparel 

Our department for Misses SUITS, COATS and one-piece dresses 
contains all the new fashion ideas for the Spring; Season. New 
models, new weaves, new shades, in all their brightness for the 
are here. To see these garments is to admire them. Our 
complete display is ready for inspection. 


NEW 

NECKWEAR 

The choicest 
weaves and 
shades in four- 
in-hand shapes, 

50c to $1.00 



SPRING 

HATS 


The B. & M. 

special and 
Stetson Hats, 

Soft or Stiff Styles 
in new blocks, 

$ 2 . 50 ® $ 3.50 


\ 
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SPECIAL PRICES ON ALL 

China, Cut ©lass and Electric (portables 

...AT... 

flMdffer’s China Store 

318-320 S. ADAMS ST. 

WE AIM TO ALWAYS CARRY THE LATEST NOVELTIES IN 

CHINA AND GLASS 

fisher's Baking Powder «5 s „ k JX, 

IN THE MARKET FOR A HALF CENTURY 
PREPARED FROM PURE GRAPE CREAM TARTAR 
UNEXCELLED IN PURITY AND ECONOMY 

ON SALE AT ALL FIRST CLASS GROCERS IN PEORIA 

We are Headquarters for Chile-con-carne Materials, Fisher’s Chile-Spice, Chilto- 
maline, Frijoles, Cumenos, Oreganos, Garlic. 


Free Recipe Books containing a large number ot recipes for the popular Mexican dishes 


fldolpb Klein - KrL »„„ 

..Costumer.. 

Dealer in Wigs, Beards, Mustaches, Tights, False Faces, Grease Paints, 
Burnt Cork, Cold Cream, etc. Plays costumed. Costumes made to order. 

122 NORTH ADAMS ST., 2nd Floor, PEORIA, ILL. 


BUSINESS STATIONERY 

- AT THE - 

PAPERS BEEHIVE PRESS 
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GANDIES 


LUNCHES 



DR. GHAS. H. BROBST 

Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat 

SURGEON 

GLASSES FITTED 

OFFICE HOURS: 9-12 A. M.; 1-4:30 P. M. 

Office ’Phone Main 702 
Residence’Phone Main 994 

OBSERVATORY BUILDING 
PEORIA, ILL. 


SENGENBERGER & CO. 

THE QUALITY STORES 


318 and 320 FULTON ST. 

TELEPHONE 3351 


417 S. ADAMS STREET 

TELEPHONE 4098 


EOR GOOD THINGS TO EAT 


Removal notice 


We beg to announce that we have moved to our new location, 

414 main Street, Peoria, TIL, 

Directly across the street from our old store. 


Both Phones 589 


eole Bros., Tlorists 


JOHN C. STRE1BICH 

HAS IN STOCK 

THE MOST COMPLETE LINE OF 


COMMERCIAL STATIONERY 

AND 

OFFICE SUPPLIES 

IN THE CITY. 
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Ribbons Carbon Paper Typewriter Oil Erasers Office Furniture 

Frank ft. Cowe $ Son 

Distributors 

Che Smith-Premier typewriters 

ROOMS 219 220 MASONIC TEMPLE 
Telephone Main 4636 

Sec our new Uisible, model no, 10 

The Typewriter you will eventually buy. 

Tech Confectionery and Restaurant 

J. N. ELY & CO., Prop. 

Home Cooking a Specialty 2112 MAIN STREET 


0et Vour “fixings” at Bergner’s 

The Bergner Store is the best 
place in the whole city to find a 
satisfying selection of all those little 
details of dress that are such very 
necessary adjuncts to your personal 
attractiveness—and shopping here 
is so convenient too, that you save 
time and money. 

P. JL Bergner $ Co. 
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Peoria 

Tent & Awning Co. 

119 MAIN STREET 

BOTH PHONES 877 

Floor Covering to Rent for Parties 
and Weddings 

Street Canopies to Rent for Parties 
and Weddings 

We take down and store Awnings 
for the Winter 

The Commercial German National Bank 

321 AND 323 SOUTH ADAMS ST. 

Checking and Savings Accounts Invited....Capital and Surplus One Million Dollars 

OFFICERS: 

WALTER BARKER President ELWOOD A.COLE.Cashier 

JOHN L. FLINN Vice-President WILLIAM HAZZARD . . Ass’t. Cashier 

JOHN FINLEY Vice-President B. M. MEAD.Ass’t. Cashier 

Bourland $ Bailey 

MORTGAGE MUNICIPAL 

LOAN INVESTMENTS BOND SECURITIES 

PEORIA, . . . ILLINOIS 

Albert Zlmmermann, Ph. 6. 

mtit.t.is i 

Deutsche Hpothekc 

BOTH PHONES 

303 MAIN ST. PEORIA, ILL. 

KODAKS, 

Films, Mounts, Etc. 

WE DO FINISHING 


Subscribe for 
1910-11 
Tech. 
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All kinds of iniVTfllftn Rates to any 

light and heavy I AII| I1K\ point quoted on 
livery, also 1 A A i U A U U application 

Palace Livery Co »» St ' 


IF YOU CONTEMPLATE PURCHASING 

A WEDDING OR GRADUATION PRESENT 

DO NOT FAIL TO VISIT THE NEW STORE OF 

Younglove & Singer 

Jewelers and Opticians 

420 MAIN ST. PEORIA, ILL. 


H8K YOUR R O <> P R FOR 


Woodford Pumpkin and Corn 
Blue Ribbon Catsup 
Blue Ribbon Canned Fruit 
Blue Ribbon Olive Oil 


Blue Ribbon Salad Dressing 
Blue Ribbon Olives 
Sleepy Eye Cream Flour 
America's Cup Coffee 


Oakford & Fahnestock 


Manicuring MRS.K.L GOODMAN a Specialty 

Dealer in Fine 

FRENCH HAIR GOODS 

430 MAIN ST. SECOND FLOOR PEORIA, ILL. 

PHONES: Bell Line Main 1123; Independent 1123 
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THE TECH 


Is a sample of the work done by 

THE DUROC PRESS 

424 FULTON ST. 

PRINTING IN ALL ITS BRANCHES. 
Headquarters for Programs, Commencement Cards, Engravings. 

If you will need colored pumps or slippers to match your gowns for commencement 
exercises, let us order them for you. We can get them in a week or ten days. We have 
a complete line of women’s black satin, dull, and patent pumps and oxfords. 

Men’s oxfords, two hole tie pumps, pumps with flat bows, all designed over the 
smartest lasts. 

Douglas Shoe Shop 

It. It. unci O. W. MEYERS, Props. 207 South Adams Street 


FINE STATIONERY 

DIE WORK OUR SPECIALTY 
We are equipped for turning out fine Steel Die and 
Copperplate Stationery, Cards, etc. 


Jacquin & Go. 


321 [Main Street 

Peoria, IIJ. 


EVERYBODY RIDE! 


Reduced Rates 

Carriages, Gabs and Goupes 


City, Opera Calls, Round Trip.$2.00 

City, Party and Reception, Round Trip.$2.00 

Bradley and Glen Oak Park, Round Trip.$3.00 

All short calls.$1.00 


PEORIA LIVERY COMPANY 

PHONE 33J5 5J7-J9 FULTON ST. 
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“IT IS 


T'RUE 


That the great are few, the 
mediocre many—but the few 
who have scored highest 
in the business game, 
are the men who 
have built on 

QUALITY” 


The Quality of 

“Only the Finest M” 

Is indisputable. 

Planck: 

Brothers 


818=820 
Main Street 

















Get the Young 
Bloods First!” 


(The older ones will follow) 


We are going to 
“land” more young 
men this season than we 
ever did in any previous 
one. First, because we’ve 
got the goods they demand. 
Second, because we are featur¬ 
ing hundreds of Hart, Schaffner 
& Marx suits at $20—a price which 
doesn’t represent the full amount of 
value in each suit. The young men are 
hard to please, but we are pleasing them. 
And once we get the young bloods firmly 
fixed as our friends, the older ones will fol¬ 
low. We make no secret of it, you see. We 
tell you frankly we are after the young man’s 
trade hot and heavy and we’re getting it! If you 
care to learn the reason, ask about 
our specialized Hart, Schaffner & 

Marx Suits, for . . . . .. . 

- 

The “New” Home of Hart, Schaffner & Marx Clothes 

Stetson Hats Manhattan Shirts Regal Shoes 


$20 



Established 1854 
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